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LONDON UNDER FIRE

JUST before midnight on a late August Satur-
J day, Martin and I sit in our Chelsea dining-
room drinking tea and contemplating bed. He
gets up to put the last edition of the evening
paper into the basket, when a sudden series of
distant crashes causes us to stand still, listening.
Almost immediately the siren wails, and we go
downstairs into the air-raid shelter. We are
hardly there when the Nazi raiders, like enor-
mous malevolent mosquitoes, whine above the
river. A few seconds later, a dull sickening thud
shakes the eighteenth-century house whose
beauty-loving builders never contemplated the
threat of mechanised warfare to its flat, clean-
lined windows and graceful balconies. The
sound suggests hundreds of tea-trays falling
downstairs or huge cartloads of coal being tipped
into cellars.

Robert's friend, the air-raid warden from the
block of flats opposite, calls to us as we look
cautiously at the dark sky from the basement.

"Hear that? It was a screaming bomb they
dropped. I heard it from the Embankment."